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BALLADS. 

CONTRIBUTED BY EMELYN E. GARDNER. 

The following version of "Lady Isabel and the Elf-Knight" (Child, 
II, 140) I obtained in November, 1912, from Miss Frances Payette, a 
student of mine in the State Normal College, Ypsilanti, Mich. Miss 
Payette learned it from her mother, who had heard it sung by an 
English uncle of hers, John Knowles by name, some time before 1862. 
Mr. Knowles lived near Bay City, Mich. 

I. LADY ISABEL AND THE ELF-KNIGHT. 

1. There lived a false knight in London did dwell, 

Who courted a lady fair; 
And all that he wanted of this pretty maid 
Was to take her life away. 

2. "Go get part of your father's gold 

And part of your mother's fee, 
And we will go to some strange country, 
Where married we shall be." 

3. She went and got part of her father's gold 

And part of her mother's fee; 
Oh she went, oh she went, to her father's stable-door, 
Where the horses stood fifty by three! 

4. She mounted on a milk-white steed, 

And he on an iron gray; 
Oh they rode, oh they rode, to some deep water's side, 
Four hours before it was day! 

5. "Light off, light off! my pretty fair maid, 

Light off, light off!" said he; 
"For here I've drowned six ladies gay, 
And the seventh one you shall be." 

6. " Oh, stoop and bend these briers down 

That grow so near the brim, 
So they won't entangle my curly locks, 
Or tear my milk-white skin." 

7. He stooped to bend those briers down 

That grew so near the brim; 
This maiden, she ran with all her might, 
And plunged the false knight in. 
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8. "Swim on, swim on, ye cruel false knight, 

Swim on, swim on!" said she; 
" For here you drowned six ladies gay, 
But the seventh has drowned thee." 

9. She mounted on the milk-white steed, 

And she led the iron gray; 
Oh she rode, oh she rode, to her father's stable-door, 
Two hours before it was day! 

10. The old man, he being sick in bed 

And hearing what the parrot did say, 
" Oh, what are you prattling, my pretty parrot, 
So long before it is day?" 

11. "Oh, hold your tongue, my pretty parrot! 

And tell no tales on me ; 
Your cage shall be made of the best iron and gold, 
And hung in the old oak-tree." 

The following ballad was recited to me by Miss Mildred Pahl, a 
student of mine in the State Normal College, Ypsilanti, Mich. Miss 
Pahl learned it from her mother, who, in her turn, learned it from her 
father, after his return from California, some time in the sixties. He 
had heard it sung there by the miners. 

2. JOHNNY TROY. 

1. Come, all ye daring bushrangers, 

And outlaws of the land, 
Who scorn to live in slavery 
Or wear a convict's band. 

2. Come, listen to my story, 

To that most solemn lay 
Of those most mournful days, 
The days of Johnny Troy. 

3. Troy was born in Dublin, 

That city of great fame, 
Brought up by honest parents: 
The world knows the same. 

4. For the robbing of a widow 

He was sent o'er the main, 
For seven long years, to New South Wales, 
To wear a convict's chain. 

5. There were Troy, Bill Harrington, 

Tim Jackson, and Jack Dun, 
Four of the bravest heroes 
Who ever handled gun. 



92 Journal of American Folk-Lore. 

6. Said Troy to Bill Harrington, 

"Load every man his piece; 
For this very night I intend to fight 
Against the horse police." 

7. There were six well-armed policemen, 

All seated in the bow; 
And they were none surprised 
When Troy commenced his row. 

8. And they were none surprised 

When Troy he made a rush, 
And six more as brave heroes 
Rushed bravely in the bush. 

9. "And it's now we've gained our liberty, 

Our escape we will make sure; 
We'll smash and break those handcuffs, 
When once we reach the shore. 

10. "When once we reach the shore, brave boys, 

We'll shout and sing for joy; 
We'll hiss and stone those horse police, 
And sing ' Bold Johnny Troy.' " 

11. They chanced to meet an old man, 

All on the king's highway, 
And Troy rode up to him, 
While these words he did say, 

12. " Your gold watch and your money 

I quickly do demand, 
Or I'll blow out your brains instantly, 
If you refuse to stand." 

13. "It's neither watch or clock I ever had," 

The old man then replied; 
" But for a wife and family 
I daily do provide." 



14. 



" Oh, if that be so, you sha'n't be robbed," 
Said gallant Johnny Troy. 

15. Troy then mounted on his steed, 

And before he rode away, 
He said, " Here's fifty pounds, old man; 
'Twill help you on your way. 

16. " The poor I'll serve both night and day, 

The rich I will annoy; 
The people round know me right well ; 
They call me ' Johnny Troy.' " 
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The following fragment of a ballad was brought to Michigan, from 
the California gold-miners of the early sixties, by the grandfather of 
Miss Mildred Pahl, a student in the State Normal College, Ypsilanti, 
Mich. 

1. I suppose you have heard of all the talking 
Of that noted horse- thief, Wakken; 

He was caught in Calaveras, 

And he couldn't stand the joke, 

So the rangers cut his head off; they've got it now in soak. 

Chorus. 

Now I warn everybody not to ramble, 

Nor to fight nor steal nor gamble; 

For you'll never have a cent, 

All your money will be spent, 

And you to Sacramento in the chain-gang be sent. 

2. Just before Wakken was taken, 

He killed a Chinaman and stole his bacon ; 
Then he went to Sonora, 
Where he killed eleven more, 

And a big digger Injun which made the twenty-four. 
Ypsilanti, Mich. 



